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of which I ana as distinctly conscious, viz., that the author is, how shall I put it ? the French would say "quelqu'un," that expresses what I would say in English. 1 remember, too, that although a man may be able to understand anything, that there nmst be some modes of thoughts and attitudes of mind which we are so naturally antagonistic to, so entirely out of sympathy with, that we are in no true sense critics of them. Such are the thoughts that come to me when I read Mr. George Meredith. 1 try to console myself with such reflections, and then I break forth, and crying passionately:—jerks, wire splintered wood. In Bakac, which I know by heart, in Shakespeare, which I have just begun to love, I find words deeply impregnated with the savour of life; but in George Meredith there is nothing but crack jaw sentences, empty and unpleasant in the mouth as sterile nuts. I could select hundreds of phrases which Mr. Meredith would probably call epigrams, and I would defy anyone to say they were wise, graceful or witty. I do not know any book more tedious than "Tragic Comedians/3 more pretentious, more blatant; it struts and screams, stupid In all its gaud and absurdity as a cockatoo. More than fifty pages I could not read. How, I asked myself, could the man who wrote the "Nuptials of Attila" write this ? but my soul returned no answer, and I listened as one In a hollow mountain side. My opinion of George Meredith Jaever           to puzzle me. He is of the north, I am
of the south.    Oarlyle, Mr. Robert Browning, and Georg© Meredith, are the three essentially northern
